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Binos, appear, in youder dappled Had. 
The brd faint gleams of che approaching day ; 

And Pharbus, rideg is bis crimſon ved, 

The ſcaticr d cloud: before him break away, 


New filver Dart, whole waters mur®'ring run, 


Or round the dimpled pou! in cddaes play, 
Will Ide wander, hid the rifing lus 


Unſolds the op'ning beauues of the day. 
* 


. 


Lo! 
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Lo! now Aurora, in her crimſon bluſh, 

With rays reſplendent gilds yon eaſtern hill! 

The Attic warblers pour, on yonder buſh, 
Their notes reſponſive and their carols ſhrill. 


The twitt'ring ſwallow Kims the azure ftream, 

With muſic's voice reſounds th' embloſſom'd thorn ; 
The merry milk-maid trips the dewy plain, 

And ſhouting hunters wind the bugle-born. 


In vain do ſmile the roſy bluſh of morn, 
And all the beautics nature doth diſplay, 

Ja vain the ſwelling echoes of the horn, 
When o'er my breaſt the tyrant Love bears ſway, 


"Tis not that lovely Delia is unkind, 
Inconflant, fickle, falſe, or infincere ; 

Ab! no, the gods, ſure, dignify'd her mind, 
And form'd her gentle, as they form'd her fair, 


But, ob! dhe Fates their banefyl inflacnce hed! — 
Nor flocks, nor herds, nor Gelds, I boaſt my worth ; 
Ne honours, titles, deck my youthſol head, 
Nor fortune (mil'd propitious on my birth, 


For me, inglorious, I would paſs wy life 

Near the melodious covert of ſome grove ; 

Far from the buly world's twmulivous Hie, 
Js the fond dalliance of connubial love! 
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I ſcorn the wealth of India's golden ſhore, 
And all the pomp of proud ambition's train ; 
I only aſk, (nor have I wiſh'd for more,) 
An humble fortune on the rural plain! 


Let Myron court the fulſome guſt of praiſe, 
Let him, unenvy'd, follow glorious fame ; 

Unenvy'd, honour, pow'r, and riches, prize, 
Or the proud vauntings of a titled name. 


But hence I go, theſe ſcenes, alas ! I fly, 
And you, my Delia, miſtreſs of my foul : 
Perhaps, to part us, hills hall riſe on bigh, 
Black billows roar, and ſeas between us roll! 


Where'er | rove, — to regions cloth'd with ſnow, 

'Midft ice-bullt mountains at the frozen pole, 

Or where bright Sol's meridian ſervort glow, 
Still love will reign trigmphant o'er my foul | 


For that 1'11 roam, and hoſtile climates brave, 

Dare the Gerce beats, nor heed the ſcorching wind ; 
But if, while abſent, I am yet her fave, 

Will Delis fill prove conſtant as he's Kind ? 


einn then, flow time nor long my blit delay : 
Days, months, and leafons, roll with doubled pace ; 
Propitious hape, indulge one plealing ray, 

The future profpett of ber kind embrace! 


60) 


Then farewel, Delia, lovely blooming fair ! 
Farewel cach joy, each pleaſure, ſhar'd with you; 


Malignant fate, too cruelly ſevere, 
Commands me hence ! — Oh! lovely maid, adieu | 
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Tus ſable night her ebon maatle ſpreads, 
And brooding ftorms obſcure pale Cynthis's light 
No ſparkliog ftar its twinkling influence ſheds, 
But bowling winds make ho:rible the night ! 


Hark ! rattling ſhowers with black ned rage deſcend, 
Dart's turbid lam with rapid torrents foam ; 

The tarniſh'd groves their ſhatter'd branches bend, 

And black-brow'd clouds mix in one folid gloom, 


Hail! clouds aud forms, the madding tempeſts how! ! 
Welcome, ye winds, that boift'rous ſweep the grove 4 
Fell well your te, pleaſe wy gloomy foul, 
Full well you tothe the glooms uf hopelcls love ! 


No longer now | join the rural throng, 

Is blithelome gabel os the (portive plain j 
No longer juin, 44 wont, the jurund long, 

O01 mary dance pon the flow'sry green, 
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No ; fince my ſuits diſpleafing to her prove, 
Relentleſs maid ! inexorable fair! 
Diſtant, far diſtant, I'll lament my love, 
And, in deep filence, mourn my lot ſevere. 


of Retir'd from all the buſy world's mad ftrife, 

From the gay, blooming, circles of the fair; 
In pining ſolitude I'll waſte my life, 
And give a looſe to anguiſh and deſpair ! 


While the dull hours of ling'ring life hall laſt, 
Unſeen IU drop the tear, unheard I'll figh ; 
Morn, noon, and eve, this be my doleful taſk, 
Till. kind Death's victim, I am doom's to dic! 


Then, baply, Delia may my corſe ſurvey ! 
| Lament my ſuf ringe! while ber tender eye 
The left fad tribute of « tear hall pay, 
Her breaſt may heave the ſoft repentant fGigh ! 


And, when my body's in the carth's cold womb, 
Thither condufe by the flow plum'd hearſe, 

Let no falſe honours deck my peaceful tomb, 
But, on wy marble, grave this artlels verie ; 


* Here reſts s youth, borne down with heart-felt woes, 
** With pining care and bopelel: love be died, 

| + Beneath this Gone he G94s 4 (ae repole, 
* #:0w Delis's ors, her cruelty, and pride !” 
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3 
80, that the ſwain, (with love. perluaſive tone,) 


Anxious to make the village-fair his wife, 
Shall fondly ſay, while pointing to my ftone, 
* My love, like his, ſhall ceaſe but with my life !” 
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Eas that you listen to the lover's pray'r, 
Or faithleſs vows, or perjuries, you hear, 
To theſe rough firains with willing car attend, 
And hear the honeſt counſels of a friend. 


As yet, (thrice happy is your vernal years,) 
No frowning ye on your charms appears ; 
Though now cach (cal adds unto your fiore, 
Aud ev'ry year, returning, brings you more j 
Vai, thiak not, Chloe, that thoſe charms will laſt, 
usual beautice, like the lei, pals ! 

Thes, Gets tete charms by hoary age will pine, 
Ob ! et the op'ning beauties of your wud. 
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Let that grand object ever be your care ; 

We more admire the worthy than the fair : 
For, though external charms ſweet joys impart, 
Internal only, Chloe, win the heart ! 


As friendſhip's joys will charm the ſocial mind, 
Chooſe then a friend, (if ſuch you chance to find,) 
Of manners open, rather grave than gay, : 
And bleſs'd with tender ſenſibility ; 
Ingenuous, artleſs, gen'rous, and free 
From tow'ring pride and fulſome vanity. 

If faults you ſpy, with candour make them known, 
And be as ready to amend thine own; _ 

But ſhun the artful, cloſe, miſtrefifu), race, 

And they who, open, flatter to thy face ; 

For, on this truth jmplicicly depend, 

That ſhe, who flatters, is not half s friend. 


And, when your youthful charms reſulgent ric, 
Perhaps ſome lover may attract your eyes ; 
But, ob ! bus love, difturber of our reſt, 

Thai fatal whirlpool of the youthful breafl ; 
Form no connection ever in your mind, 

1 kc leaft allicd ts the clandefiine kind ; 

Bui, uo your friends make known whate'er you do, 
Experience makes them wiler far than you, 
Cautious afietiion place, noi lun bella ne, 

Var men, alas! ton oficy will deceive | 
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Nor chooſe the youth, *cauſe of his ſprightly air, 
His handſome ſhape, or that his face is fair ; 
For, oft beneath the ſoftneſs of bis eyes, 

' Deceit and falſchood loiter in diſguiſe : 

Yet ev*n thoſe charms, alas ! too late you'll find, 
Stab deep the heart, and leave a fting behind; 
And far leſs beauteous forms do often tend 
To form the tender huſband and the friend: 
Then keep this maxim ever in thy view, 
Though fools deceive, yet men of ſenſe are true, 


But if ſome youth, who has your friends kind voice, 
(When love directe, and prudence marks, your choice,) 
Should to your charms with ardent paſſion bend, 

One whom his love and virtues recommend ; 

Then treat him not with coy, diftruftful, art, 

Nor ever ad the tyrant ver his heart; 

Diſdaia the little arts which mark your fex, 

Nor firive to teaſe, torment, ou 0 perplex ; 

For oftcy incxpericuce has been told, 

That pride will break the chain, though paſſion bold ; 
Aud truth, Gacere, theie arts will ofi remove, 

For we can bear the lea from thoſe we love, 


And, if it be your hope he will be was, 
Sen that be's not indificrent 19 you ; 
This his fond heart and gratitude will wiv, 
And call forth double the return fron bum ; 
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Then eavy cannot break the bonds love made, 
Nor jealous doubts your happineſs invade ; 


But, join'd by gentle Hymen, you will prove 


Thus does the artleſs muſe, with Gmple truth, 
Strive to direct the footſteps of your youth: 
Then, in ſome future years, ſapremely bleſs'd, 
Admir'd and lov'd, reſpected and careſs'd, 
Should you, dear Chloe, own you did receive 
Iaſtruction from the precepts which I give; 

4 Then hall I boaſt, (and tis « noble pride,) 
That I, in youth's gay bloom, was Chloe's guide ! 
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Win Sol, reſplendent, gilds the North, 
And Zembla feels his ray ; 

The nymphs and ſwains ariſe, with mirth, 
To welcome in the day. 


But, when bis vital beams remove, 
To bleſs the Sourh with light, 

They then, in darkneſs, blichelome rove 
Theu lnow-beipanyled nigh 


But bard's our face, for Daphur's gone, 
A luminary bright ! 

To biel fair P with 4 (wn, 
esl all is wight, 
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How happy then, ah! happier far, 
Are they at cither pole, 

To be in darkneſs half the year, 
Since we muſt be the whole ! 
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a 


1 


rere 


— ths fan hrre wo ra 
Extrafting ſweets, the bee ; 
80 once my heart, from fair to fair, 


Alternately would firay. 


On ev'ry beauteous nymph twould light, 
But never long remain ; 

Then, like the bee, twould take its flight 
Into my breaſt again. 


At length, to blooming Calis's arms 
The wand'ring rover flew ; 

And, happy in ber youchful charms, 

Ii bade my breaf adieu ! 


80, from the ark, the dove renown'd 
Flew o'er the wat'ry plain ; 

At length s reſting place it found, 
Aud uc e retwrn'd again | 
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How hard's the fate of thoſe who love, 
And doom'd to figh in vain ; 
Who all the bitter torments prove 


Of love's corroding pain | 


But, ab! how bleſs'd that happy pair, 
Where love and fortune meet ; 

. Js ſweet elyfium rolls the year 

| When hearts with hearts unite ! 
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This, fare, on carth's the greateſt bliſa, 
And knows but tos few; 

Then grant that I, my foul's fond with, 
May ſhare that blils with you! 
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Hence, ye vicious, vain, and great, 
Nor dare to violate this feat; 

Envy, and Ambition, fly, 
Avarice, and Cruelty, 

Riot's ſons, and Bacchus' crew; 

For, know, it boaſts no joys for you. 
This rural feat, beneath the ſhade, 
For innocence and worth was made. 
But you, who love the (ylvan ſcene, 

Are pleas'd with contemplation's dream ; 
Or lucklels lovers, in deſpair 

For lome obdurate, cruel, fair; 
Welcome to this halle d feat, 

T's this calm and cee 


( #8 ) 

Here view the variegated ſcene, 

The flow'rs that paint the verdant green, 
The awful nodding of the wood, 

The boats that kim yon azure flood; 
The fileat fiream, juſt gliding by, 
Wherein the ſpeckled trout doth play; 
The gentle waving of the graſs, 
When filken zepbyrs o'er it paſs : 

View rocks and hills; alternate, riſe, 

Till ien amidft the nether ſkies: 

Or hear the ſwains, blithe, chaunt their lay, 
In ruſtic mirth, 'mongRt fragrant hay; 
While warbling birds their wild notes raiſe, 
And ſweetly tune their varied lays : 

From theſe that pure delight doth flow 
Which virtuous miads can only know. 

And bere, perhaps, (if chance prove Kind,) 
A nymph of modeft charms thou'lt find ; 
Foil, d of wit, void of offence, 

The vivid energy of en 

Whole converle will delight thive ear, 
Improve thy mind, thy bolom cheer ; 

Bui, while the tale fr docs impart, 
Bewwe, fond youth ! beware thy heart! 
Fu, if that lens can thee move, 
That cet aitaftive pow's wo love ; 


( 29 ) 


If beauty can thy boſom warm, 
With ev'ry intellectual charm, 
Thou here that fair, perhaps, mayſt meet, 
And fall a captive at her feet. 

For know, (an honour to the place,) 
Maria deigns this ſeat to grace, 

With ſocial friends whole hours to ſpend, 
Until the e' ning dews deſcend. 
Then welcome, ev'ry virtuous fair, 
And, virtuous lovers, welcome here ! 
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Go, tapyy bird, ab! happier far 
Than all the feather'd race; 

Go, in thy yellow plumes array'd, 
And Daphae's window grace. 


Though to thy ſultry parent ile 

bweet liberty belongs; 
Vabounded there they wing their flight, 
Aud wild notes (well thei ſongs. 


Vet, «1 not half fo bless d as thee, 
Are all the warbling throng ; 
She'll lifien 40 thy ſong ! 
1 s Thes 
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Then mourn not, little captive bird, 
But joyous tune thy lay ; 
For, were I in thy envy'd place, 
I'd bleſs captivity. 


With thee the morning hours ſhe'll ſpend, 
The ev'ning hours ſhe II ſhare ; 

Thy warbling notes (unconſcious bird) 

Will entertain her car, 


And if (while I my abſence mourn, 
And fate's decree I blame) 

Some happier ain, in Daphne's breaſt, 
Should truimph o'er my flame; 


Oh ! then thy quiv'ring pinions raiſe, 
Thy vocal notes prolong ; 

Then firive to (pfics Daphuc's breaſt, 
And let this be thy ſong ; 


Tur $6 ON G. 


1. 


THINK, e, think, what tender fears 
Now probe Philander 1 bear! / 

Ab! 1hink, the Www bis l A, 
The pang! be fil ts fu, 


1 


II. 
His fame, theugh bes, lf endare, 
Will ever burn for you ; 
Not angels love can be more pure, 
Or dying ſaints more true ! 


III. 
Then, % beart fops frive ts win, 
And with feign'd paſſion Jac ; 
Ob / caft one tender thought on him, 
Whe rhouſand; dee: on you ! 
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V. ſhepherds, attend to my lay, 
And Corydon's loſs you'll deplore ; 
Time was, when, like you, I was gay, 
But, alas ! I hall be © no more! 

My ſheep they unheeded may rove, 
I'm carcleſs what valley they tread z 
For Phillis bas lighted my love, 
And joy from my boſom is fled. 


II. 


Well pleas'd with my frolickſome Troy, 
Ounce | (aunicr'd the woodlands among ; 

But | frightes'd no biods from the ſpray, 
1 weve; ole ed then youry , 
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( 38 ) 
Securely they caroll'd their ſong, 
The larks and the linnets fo gay: 


I took but my dog and my gun, 
A pretence for to wander that way. 


III. 
When fondly we've promis d to meet, 
And Phillis hould loit'riag fray, 
How oft, with my dog at my feet, 
I have pip'd the low hours away. 
Ak ! then ſhould a breath flir the grove, 
Shoold a ruftle, but faint, catch my car, 
How fondly I've thought 'twas my love | 
How tenderly wiſh'd twere my dear 


Iv. 
When the (ang in a paſtoral ſtrain, 
Exch ſhepherd would lay dows his flute, 
V' hile ſweetly re-echoed the plain 

With the muſic of Phillis's throat ; 
The birds caroll'd bliche, on the (prey, 

To rival my Phillis's tune 
Aud they thought, for fo ſweet was her lay, 

It was Philome! Gngieg at noon. 


V. 
But, who'd thiak the ſo ſaichleſs would prove, 
When once, a5 we fat on the plain, 


( 39 ) 


While the birds, in the neighbouring grove, 

With their melody ſoften'd the ſcene ! 
Near by was a pair of young doves, | 
Who were cooing their bliſ in the bow'rs, 
When the ſaid, with a ſmile, their fond loves 
Were never ſo tender as ours! 


VI. 
Alas ! then my Phillis was kind, 
Who'd e'er thought ſhe would otherwiſe prove |! 
But I'll chaſe her ſweet form from my mind, 
And Ill pleck up the roots of my love. 
Yet, ſhould the with ſmiles meet my fight, 
And with ber fond ſweetneſs appear, 
1 Gould think her, as once, — wy delight, 
And, as once, I hould think her fincere ! 


VII. 
Ab! no, the's not deftin'd for me, 
For, alas! he her vows hath foreſworn ; 
And, « heart that is once gone aſtray, 
Wil never, ab! never, return ; 
Then, firait the dear plain | will fy, 
Nor near the fair traiterels dwell; 


My pipe, dog, and ſhepherds, good bye, 
Flachs, cotiage, aud Phillis, farewel! 


THE END, 
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